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To the Memoty of 
Mr. Nathanael Thlr. & 


Melodious Sorrows on the Reverend Dead; 
| No vulgar Loſs can make thee weakly groan 
To urge another's Tears, or feign thy own; 
FE But when a May of God in Sias dies, 3 5 
No equal Judge will blame thy mournful Cries, i 1 s | 


4 T RMT. o Mule, che Fious Tack, and hd 


A Cauſe ſo great great Sorrow juſtifies : 

Religion will indulge fuch Sighs as theſe, 

That juſtly wail a Holy Man's Deceale. 
JESUS himſelf, the Praftiſe to commend, . 
Wept ore the Grave of his departed Friend. 
May every Pious Soul in Conſort join, op 
And mn their wy and mix their Tears db. 


— 


” DESCEND ins theRaveread TATLOR' Tomb, 1 
Survey the Limits of that Dugky Room — 7, | = Y 
Where he reſides in Manſions of the Ded. 

Where he in aden Shades reclines u.: 3 
Viſit a while thoſe Realms of Gloomy: Nicht, 4 Y 
23 again to welcome Light : | 


1 Y 


Life from his Death thy Genius ſhall derive, 
A ron, when touch d, have made the Dead revive. 


V i N State of Man preſd with ſucceeding woes, BE 
As waye on Wave i*th rolling Ocean flows 5 
Our Calas and Storms rule with unequal _ 
A long dark Night veils a ſhort ſmiling day; 3. 
Our Joys ſoon die, our Sorrows long ſurvive, 
And like Job's fatal Meſſengers arrive ; 

Before One has his diſmal News declar'd 

A Second with like Tidings comes prepar'd, 
And *ere This has his Tragick Story told, 

New Scenes of Trouble make the former Old. 


* 


HOW agg deut Sh nene 
In ibe ſhort ſpace of few revolving Years ! 
How uny Radiant Sears extinft and gone, 
That in our Sphere of late ſo brightly ſhone ! 
Indulgent Heaven's Embaſſadors of Grace - 
From an ungrateful World ret ire apace: 
The louder and the ſofter Voices ceaſe 
'* The Sons of Thunder, and the Sons of Peace: | 
The Charming BATES, 2rd the Awakening MEDE | 
Go down to the Apartments of the Dead; 
No more are ſeen on Earth, are heard no more, 
While we our Guilt leſs than our Loſs deplore: 
Magy beſides the ſilent Tombs immure, 
| Whoſe Names are fragrant all, and not obſcure ; 
VVho fill'd the Breach our Crimes ſo often made, 
80 oft o'recame th Almighty when they pray d; 


69 


$top'd the card Thunder he prepar'd 250 ſu 
| —— inet Blow. 


YE r might we lels regrer chei Night: to "OY 
Leſs Accent might to our Complaints be given, 
If none were ſeen to quit the Church below, .. . 
But Heads adorn'd with Venerable Snow ; 3. 
'VVhoſe long hard Labours for Ceſſation call, 
VVuo like ripe Fruit into Earth's Boſom fall 
As Shocks of Corn iato the Bara are ſtor'd, - 


Their Age might make their Exit leſs deplor'd. 


But when they fall, or in their Verdant — 

Or juſt matur d, nor yet decay'd by Time; 

To ſee our faireſt Flowers not fully blown, Ns 

Or Nobleſt Plants to their ju Stature grown, 
VVhen we hop'd long © enjoy their Scent and Shade, 
To ſee them and our Hopes decline and fade; . 
I0o ſee dem drop, and moulder into Duſt, 85 
Raiſes a _ N it is Juſt. 6 N 


| H 0 W uſeful, howimpery's, and how deſir d 
VVas TATLOR, when his righteous Soul expir'd! 5 
VVe ſaw him enter d on Life's middle Stage, 


Paſt greener Youth, nor wither'd yet with Age / Wait 994 


Bright Images, his Notions ſtill array d 


And Manly Judgmeat Yourhful Heat allay d. r 4h bend 


Study and Pray'r increas d his ſacred Store, 
Much he _—_— and fill bernd ne. 
» | 


, © as 
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— :. 9) 
Such was he Ah that ſuch he is not ftijt? 
How many Years to come we thought he had to fill! 
O cruel Death! too eager in thy Chaſe, 
Io ſtop him ſhort th? middle of his Race: 
How is our flattering Expectation croſs't *% 
How fair a Portion of hi Time i is loft ! 
Quiteloft to us thoſe Bright expected vears! ha 
Hence flow theſe Sighs, hence flow theſe Streams of Tears. 


VV HO now ſhall trace his Steps with equal Pace, 
vvho ſhall with equal Luftre fill his Place: 
80 well the Goſpel · Trumpet he could blow, 

Angels were pleas d above, and Men were charm'd below. = 
His pious Labours with Succeſs were Crown'd, "Tf 
Returning Sinners oft obey d the Sound, 2 
ee eee ee eee 4 
The Sacred Oracles he could diſpenſe 
With moving Language, and convincing Senſe. | 
His Criticks true, and his Remarks were fine; 
Bright Figures made bis Juſt Deſcriptions ſhine. 
AbſtraQted Truths in proper Garments dreſt i 
Their Beauties to each wondering Eye confeſt; $4; 
Attentive Minds in eaſy Terms were taught 

The Notions he attain'd by Jab'ring Fhoughe. | 

An awful Majeſty his Periods-ledy 
And ſoft Perſuaſion follow'd wha 1 


Blaſpbeming Wits deſigning.toderide, 
Laid all their weak Artillery aſide ; 


tad. - 
Forgot their impious Jeſts, and ſerious.grown, 
Trembled to hear the Sacred Trumpet blown; 


Their Souls ſo pierc'd by every dreadful Blaſt, 
That every Moment ſeem d to be their laſt, 
While he unveil'd a Sinners dying Bed, | 
And open'd flamiog Heaven bote his Head. 
He made em feel what hedeſcrib'd ſo well, 

The Pains of Death, and greater Pains of Hell. 
His Voice was Thunder, and his Eyes were Flatbe, 
His Words like flaſhing Darts of Lightening cnttie, 

Cleſt Hearts of Stone, and melted Breaſts of Steel, 
Then made em all choſe tender Faifions fer: 
With which Religion Contrite Souls inſpites, 
Suppreſſing VIle, and kindling pure Delires ; | 
$oled the Sinner to the Cleinſing Flood, 

I To bathe his Conſcience in Kedeemitg Blood: - 

The doubting Penitent to Hope inclin d, 
still d the Vibrations of his Trembling Mind; 
Appeas d the Waves that once did fiercely roll, 

And ſpread a Calm ore his admiring Soul. 5 

O Heav'nly Science truly Sacred Art, 2 
| To wound a Hard, and heal à Broken Heart! 
; Baut we no more that powerful Veice ſhall bear, 

That taught Men how to hope, and how to fear: 

Tho * Goldſmith's Curious Art ſtrives to retrieve. 

His Form, and ſeems agen to make him Live, 
Who can, to paint his Voice, the Secret find? 
What Mold expreſs the Features of his Mind? 

O that ſuch Talents ſhould on Earth be ſhown, 
And then into the Duſt ſo ſoon be thrown | = 


6 ) 
So beauteous Flow rs, 4 they are fair, $7361 
Feel rude Impreſſions from the Blaſting 'Air ; maT” 1 
So lofty Pines and Cedars oſten prove | | 
The Thunderiog Fury of black'Storms = 
ö I The Fury of the Ax beneath em feel, 6 
While Shrubs avoid the Winds, and afar the Steel. 
IA MENT, o lende, ies lately biet 
With ſuch a Prophet's Voice, and tremble for the reſt; ; 
Churches have cauſe to mourn, and Cities weep, - 
"2 12 oe When * Angels die, and Wateh men fall aſleep. | 
: 25 755 Attend long ſuffering Heaven's repeated Calls, 5 h 
Attend the joyful Sound that eccho's round thy Walls :\ D 
Rouze from thy ſtupid Eaſe, and thoughtleſs sleep, 
| Weep o're thy Sins, ore thy dead Prophets weep: | 
Nor let ſurviving Preachers ſpend i in vain 5 
Their Strength, and of remorſeleſs Hearts complain, 
— Leſt guilty of their Blood, as of your own, EA 
You male em die, as now you make dem groan ; 
Their Souls in Secret mourn y cur barden'd Pride, 
| While ſome their Meſſage flight, and ſcme deride: 
When ſhall true Zeal your frozen Boſoms gy 5 
Teach you to weep, and weeping to reſorn? rich. ü 
Repent your Crimes to God and Man Ingrate, Nu A = 
IE haſtening N * flow Tears too ow.” | | 
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0 GOD of Grate, ſuſpend the threatening 8 
Nor ſill go on to call thy Envoyg home: akg ON 
O not ſo oft repeat the dreadful Stroke, 


To which our e 1 ty en cok provke; 8 
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That 
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That Arm ſurpriz'd Bleſt TATLOR's Soul away; 
Nor gave us Tims the ſuch a Life to pray: 
No Sons of Art can ſtay his fleeting Breath, 
Nor gain an hour to parle with haſty Death 
The Vertue of their Med'cines can't be try'd, 
No Time's allow'd to have em once apply d. 


HAPPY indeed for him! whoſe towering Mind 
So ſoon unfetter'd was, fo ſoon reſin d. 67 d 
His G OD who oft had heard him meekly groan 
3 Under the racking Pains of Gout and Stone, 

Mov'd with Compaſſion kindly did ordain 
Aa eaſy Death ſhould cloſe a Lyfe of Pain. 
His OTHER HAL ſo lately gone before, _ 

Made Earth the leſs, and Heav'a deſir'd the more. 


; HIS Soul was from his Body diſengag d 
As his Prophetick Wiſh long ſince preſag d, 
“O may my Houſe (ſaid he) in order be, 
% My Soal dreſt ready for Eternity! 
Then let her quit her Tottering Frame of cur. 
And in a Moment ſpeed her Flight away: 
' - © O may 1 foga Refiga my willing Breath, 
- "0 « Without a formal Siege of Lingering Death! 
% Not worn with 4g, or ſpent with tedious Gras, 
« As long, long dropping wears away the Stones; 
But let me ſtart from Earth, and mount Above, 
= Where endleſs Pleaſure reigns with gadleſs Love: | 
One Sigh's enough, or one Aſpiring Groan 
& To raiſe me from my Pulpir, to iy Throne. | 


HEAVY N heard his Sighs, nor dſipprov'd his Prayer, 


ls to his Bed repair, 
Deſcending Angels to his _ With | 
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(3) 
With Charming Whiſpers lure dis Soul away, 
And to the Skies with ſpeedy Wings oonve, : 


This Evening in our Streets we fee him Tread. 


A few ſoft Hours repoſt him on his Bed, 
Th enſuing Morn ( faſt his Soul refines) 
He on Celeſtial Sales Golden Pavement ſhines. - 


To him th? whicowmoen Privilege was given 
To fall aſleep on Earth, and wake in Heaven: 
No tedious Agonies need to untie F Fi 
A Soul that's ready to aſcend on high, 
And mourns her Exile from ber 6200 


SURE ſome bright Viſion chart himminthe Night, _ 
Raviſh'd his Soul away with fierce Delipht ; 


She, eager to purſue the glorious Theme 


Springs out, and drops her Body in the Dream; 
On Rapid Wings of Joy and Love aſcends | 
Without a formal taking leave of Friends; 


At Glory 's Brink, loth to return again, 


Throws off her Clothes, and trys ch #ihereal Main; 
Plunges into that Ocean of Delight, 
Where Hope Enjoyment turns, and Faith * rofight; 
Soon reaches Heavy Sa ſhining Towers, 

Soon viſits Heuv ny Eitew's filing Bowers, 
Crown'd with delicious Frults, and'cdorous Blowers; | 


Drinks at thoſe Streams which abe the Angels live, 


And with Eternal Life, Eternal Preafore give. 
There Saints more Joys than here we'$orrows know, 
Their Songs more cotiſtant than our Siglis below. 
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THERE he receives his Saviowr's loud Applauſe 
For lab'ring to * aſſert his Righteous Ceaſe 
Againſt thoſe Impious Fools, whoſe Blaphemies 
Make the Earth groan, and dare the patient Skies, 
While the bright Hof of Hav n with loud Acclaim 
Are glad to hear, and glad to . his Fame. 


> 


THERE, Happy Soul, nh rave wpie | 


The Glory of the Reſurrection- State, 

When the Shri Trumpet ſhall command aloud 
Earth to reſtore a vaſt Immortal Croud : 
When the Archangel {hall unhar the Graves, 
Unlock the Jaws of che devouring V Vaves ; 
This wither'd Flower ſhall then be ſreſhly blown, 
Shall riſe in ſtrength, tho now in weakneſs ſown. 
Thy Body then ſhall in a form appear 

More bright than that which Angels us d to wear, 
'VVhen they made Viſits to a Prophet $ Tear, 

Or were to looſe ſome Holy Priſener Tent ; ; 

Thy Duſt ſhall be Immortal as thy Mind, 
be Texture Elegant, the Mould refin'd : 

A Heav'nly Air thy Countenance adorn, 


AP 


Bright as the Noon · tide dun, ſweet as the Rifiog Morn : 


So JES Us on the hiding Mount appear d, 


VVhere wondering Pavey would three Tems have ward, 


Charm' d with the Splendor of his Saviour's Face, 
And two bright Nis, that ſpolee with facha Grace, 
So dazling Glorious, amd d heavenly Fair, — 
Such were his Looks, and ſuch his Garments were. 
No leſſer Pain, no Torturing Gout or Stone 

A ſofter Sigh ſhall raiſe, or deeper Groan; 

No grating News ſhall ere diſpleaſe thy Ear, 

Or give thee cauſe to drop one ſingle Tear; 


_ No 


No fad Idea to thy Mind be brought E 
To check one Sally, or untune a Thought. 11 50 
Ihou nor thy Self, nor Others ſhalt deplore, 

: (For Time and voy then ſhall be 90 more) 

= Baut ſhalt ſublimeſt Joys, for ever prove, F Raps 

And in a Sphere of Conſtant Glory move, Ee 1 8 

b In one Eternal Round of e F E and LOVE. 


1 U 8 E, rein thy Fancy's s too — Flight, 
Leſt thou grow blind with ſo exceſſive Light; 
Too high a Stretch may burn thy daring Wings, 
Too bold a Stroke may break thy tuneful Strings: 
Canſt thou the Walks of Paradiſe explore £ 
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| | And furniſh proper Colours from thy Store cen | ; 55 a NA | 
6 To paint the Glories of the Heavenly State? 5 wg „ | 

ov Alas! thy Talent is too ſmall, the Meme too great. 
1 No Turns of Thought have we, no Terms below. 5 | 
4 EE To ſhew what Joys they taſte above, what Truths they know :. . 
* One ſingle Moment there preſents to View | g bs ; df on 
>: | What here an Age of Study cannot ſhew. . TT CURTISS 
Os He that would fing of Heav'n with Heay'nly Grace: . ...- : «: 

= Muſt Die to learn the Language of the URS) 

4 di . To learn the Aires with which a Seraph lings tn Lngt any V 

| | Unutterable Words, unutterableſThipgs. Soto ici Ef 

| ' Toreach their Songs tis worth the while to Die, Haid 63 bil 


Nor can one ſtoop too Jow, to take a Flight ſo High. 
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